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above. We came down low, close on the angry, frothing
waves. The propellers seemed to hit blasts of heavy air,
tear through them, something like horses running up a hill.
Tossing hard in close quarters is an eerie feeling when you
are in the blackness over the sea.
By daylight we were in a heavy fog. It kept up until
early afternoon, when we sighted the Azores, black curls of
rock frothed at the base by the white line of the sea, like the
folds of a petticoat.
At Horta, the plane was loaded with Portuguese going
to the mainland. Within an hour we were off through
the narrow breakwaters and into the air. A thousand
miles to Lisbon. We were halfway there by the time dark-
ness fell.
At eight fifty-five I sighted a light off on the port side. It
was the first light of Europe. Cape Roca lighthouse, the
lighthouse of Lisbon, the most westerly beacon on the
continent.
Many strange things were behind that light : misery and
hunger ; the hopes and fears of two hundred and fifty
million people ; the armies of a diabolic man and the
deadening pall of Nazism; the schemes of freebooters and
parasites who live on the misery of others ; the pomp of
glorified thieves ; the oppression of the weak and the anni-
hilation of the dignity of man ; the curse of tyranny and the
tragedy of appeasement; the sorrow of old women and the
death of young boys; the machine age run afoul in a
lubricant of blood and pagan witchcraft.
Here on this continent were the shadows of the cities and
the countryside I had loved well : the hedges on the roads
in France ; the lakes of northern Sweden ; Como and the
Villa d'Este ; Interlaken and the Matterhorn. Here were
the shadows of Paris and Brussels and The Hague. Here
were the restaurants of Copenhagen and the cloudless skies
over Naples, the little Swiss chalet where once I stayed so
long. Here were the beaches at Dunkirk and the bay at
Monte Carlo, Flanders fields, and the coal mines of Poland,
the police station in Essen and the pretty girl who sang so
well that night in Budapest.
Here were Berchtesgaden and Munich, Sedan and the
Maginot Line, the French fleet and Smolensk. Here were